Here by her smallness, she two deaths o'erpast,

Once innocence 5scap'd, and left th5 oppressor fast;

The net through-swum, she keeps the liquid path,

And whether she leap up sometimes to breath

And suck in air, or find it underneath,

Or working parts like mills or limbecks hath,

To make the water thin, and air like faith,

Cares not, but safe the place she's come unto,

Where fresh with salt waves meet, and what to do

She know not, but between both makes a board or two.

So far from hiding her guests water is,

That she shews them in bigger quantities

Than they are.   Thus her, doubtful of her way,

For game, and not for hunger, a sea-pie

Spy'd through this traitorous spectacle from high

The silly fish, where it disputing lay,

And t'end her doubts and her, bears her away;

Exalted, she's but to th'exalter's good;

(As are by great ones men which lowly stood)

It's rais'd to be the raiser's instrument and food.

Is any kind subject to rape like fish ?
Ill unto man they neither do nor wish;
Fishers they kHl not, hor with noise awake;
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